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Mark it, CExs ARlo, it is true and plain. 

The Spinſters and the Knitters in the Sun, 

And the free Maids that weave their Thread with Bones, 
Ds uſe to chant it. It is filly Cath, 

And dallies with the Innocence of Love, 
Like the old Age. SHAKESP., TWELFTH-NiGHT, 


= Bo 
AR in the Windings of a Vale, 
Faſt by a ſheltering Wood, 
The ſafe Retreat of Health and Peace, 
An humble Cottage ftood. 


II. 
There beauteous EMMA flouriſh'd fair 
Beneath a Mother's Eye; 
Whoſe only With on Earth was now 
To ice her bleſs'd, and die. 
III. The 
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_ 
The ſofteſt Bluſh that Nature ſpreads 
Gave Colour to her Cheek; 
Such orient Colour ſmiles thro' Heaven, 
When vernal Mornings break. 


IV. 
Nor let the Pride of great Ones ſcorn 
This Charmer of the Plains : 
That Sun, who bids their Diamond blaze, 
To paint our Lily deigns. 
V. | 
Long had ſhe fill'd each Youth with Love, 
Each Maiden with Deſpair ; 
And tho' by all a Wonder own'd, 
Yet knew not ſhe was fair. 


VI. 
Till EDw1N came, the Pride of Swains, 
A Soul devoid of Art; 
And from whoſe Eye, ſerenely mild, 
Shone forth the feeling Heart. 


VII. 
A mutual Flame was quickly caught ; 
Was quickly too reveal'd : 
For neither Boſom lodg'd a With, 
That Virtue keeps conceal'd. 


VIII. What 


hat 


EY 

VIII. 
What happy Hours of home: felt Bliſs 
Did Love on both beſtow 


But Bliſs too mighty long to laſt, 
Where Fortune proves a Foe. 


IX. 
His Siſter, who, like Envy form'd, 
Like Her in Miſchief joy'd, 
To work their Harm, with wicked Skill, 
Each darker Art employ'd. 
. þ # 
The Father too, a ſordid Man, 
Who Love nor Pity knew, 
Was all unfeeling as the Clod 
From whence His Riches grew, 


XI. 
Long had He ſeen their ſecret Flame, 
And ſeen it long unmov'd: 
Then with a Father's Frown at laſt 
Had fternly diſapprov'd. 


XII. 
In Epwix's gentle Heart, a War 
Of differing Paſſions ſtrove : 
His Heart, that durſt not diſobey, 
Yet could nat ceaſe to love. 


XIII. Deny'd 
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XIII. 

Deny'd her Sight, he oft behind 
Ihe ſpreading Hawthorn crept, 
To ſnatch a Glance, to mark the Spot 

Where EMMa walk'd and wept. 


XIV. 
Oft too on STANEMORE's wintry Waſte, 
Beneath the Moonlight-Shade, 
In Sighs to pour his ſoften'd Soul, 
The Midnight-Mourner ſtray'd. 


XV. 
His Cheek, where Health with Beauty glow'd, 
A deadly Pale o'ercaſt: 
So fades the freſh Roſe in its Prime, 
Before the northern Blaft. 


XVI. 
The Parents now, with late Remorſe, 
Hung o'er His dying Bed ; 
And weary'd Heaven with fruitleſs Vows, 
And fruitleſs Sorrow ſhed. 


XVII. 
"Tis paſt! he cry'd—but if your Souls 
Sweet Mercy yet can move, 
Let theſe dim Eyes once more behold, 


What they muſt ever love 
X VIII. She 


EF 
XVII. 
She came; His cold Hand ſoſtly touch'd, 
And bath'd with many a Tear: 
Faſt- falling o'er the Primroſe pa le, 
So Morning Dews appear. 


XIX. 
But oh! His Siſter's jealous Care, 
A cruel Siſter She! 
Forbad what EMMA came to ſay; 
* My Epwi live for Me, 
XX. 
Now Homeward as She hopeleſs wept 
The Church-Yard Path along, 
The Blaſt blew cold, the dark Owl ſcream'd 
Her Lover's Funeral Song. 


XXI. 
Amid the falling Gloom of Night, 
Her ſtartling Fancy found, 
In every Buſh His hovering Shade, 
His Groan in every Sound. 


- XXII. 
Alone, appalPd, thus had ſhe paſo'd 
The viſionary Vale— 
When lo! the Death-Bell ſmote Her Far, 
Sad ſounding in the Gale ! 


XXIII. 
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XXIII. 

Juſt then She reach'd, with trembling Step, 
Her aged Mother's Door 

He's gone ! She cry'd; and ['ll ſhall ſee 


That Angel-Face no more ! 


XXIV. 
I feel, I feel this breaking Heart 
Beat high againſt my Side 
From her white Arm down ſunk her Head ; © 
She ſhivering ſigh'd and dy'd. 


